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TTPON ME. W. MONTAGUE'S RETURN FROM

TRAVEL.

LEAD the black bull to slaughter, with the boar
And lamb : then purple with their mingled gore
The ocean's curled brow, that so we may
The sea-gods for their careful waftage pay :
Send grateful incense up in pious smoke
To those mild spirits that cast a curbing yoke
Upon the stubborn winds, that calmly blew
To the wish/d shore our long'd-for Montague :
Then, whilst the aromatic odours burn
In honour of their darling's safe return,
The Muse's quire shall thus, with voice and hand.
Bless the fair gale that drove his ship to land.

Sweetly-breathing vernal air,

That with land warmth dost repair

Winter's ruins ; from whose breast

All the gums and spice of tli' East

Borrow their perfumes ; whose eye

Gilds the morn, and clears the sky ;

Whose dishevel'd tresses shed

Pearls upon the violet bed ;

On whose brow, with calm smiles dress'd,

The halcyon sits and builds her nest;

Beauty, youth, and endless spring,

Dwell upon thy rosy wing ;

Thou, if stormy Boreas throws

Down whole forests when he blows,

With a pregnant flow'ry birth

Canst refresh the teeming earth:

If he nip the early bud,

If he blast what's fair or good.,

If he scatter our choice flowers,

If he shake our hills or bowers,

If his rude breath threaten us ;
Thou canst stroke great Eolus,
And from him the grace obtain
To bind him In an iron chain.

THE MISTAKE.

WHEN on fair Celia I did spy

A wounded heart of stone,
The wound had almost made me cry,

Sure this heart was my own :

But when I saw it was enthroned

In her celestial breast,
0 then 1 I it no longer own'd,

For mine was ne'er so blest.

Yet if in highest heavens do shine
Each constant martyr's heart;

Then she may well give rest to mine,
That for her sake doth smart:

Where, seated in so high a bliss,
Though wounded it shall live :

Death enters not in Paradise ;
The place free life doth give.

Or, if the place less sacred were.

Did but her saving eye
Bathe my kind heart in one land tear,

Then should I never die.

Slight balms may heal a slighter sore ;

No med'cine less divine
Can ever hope for to restore

A wounded heart like mine.
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FAREWELL  TO  THE VANITIES  OF THE WORLD,

FAHEWELL, yo gilded follies 1 pleasing troubles ;
Farewell, yo honour'd rags, ye glorious bubbles;
Fame's but a hollow echo, gold pure clay,
Honour the darling but of one short day.
Beauty, th* eye's idol, but a damask'd skin,
State but a golden prison to live in
And torture free-born minds ; embroidor'd trains
Merely but pageants for proud swelling veins j
And blood, allied to greatness, is alone
Inherited, not purchased, nor our own.

Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood, and

birth,
Are but the fading blossoms of the earth.

I would be great, but that the sun doth still
Level his rays against the rising hill;
I would be high, but see the proudest oak
Most subject to the rending thunder-stroke ;
I would be rich, but see men too unkind
Dig in the bowels of the richest mind ;